THIS

SLAVE
DREADS HER WORK AS IF SHE WERE A LAMB COMMANDED TO BE A MUSICIAN
The heroin in your veins comes out to be perfume, an immensity that scrambles against the wind until its stem shatters.
Your makeup is a slower worship to the devil.
We take our veins from the inside and love them that way.
Our only organs are the heart and the skull. Instead, our Ufe will be a dream without mirrors where strangers treat you better than friends. We will live in coal mines meant to be skyscrapers with metallic appliances for walls.
And we shall sleep as friends whose ancestors were destroyed by plague. And we will never meet.
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